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us from our friends and homes. This must again be
crossed after weeks of sailing around Cape Horn. I
sent my last letter by a French bark, the only vessel
that we have sent a boat aboard though we have met
great numbers. That bark was bound for Havre and
according to our calculations you should receive a letter
by the middle of September, about the time I will
arrive at Eio. Forty-six days have now parsed .since
our departure and looking back upon them nothing is
seen that will leave an impression save the monotonous
flight of time. One night, and a beautiful one it was,
when all were asleep save the officer of the deck and the
men on the lookout, there appeared right in front of
us, like the flying Dutchman, a nice pretty little brig,
long, low and painted black, piratical like and sus-
picious. She came quite close and tried to pass our
bows, but could not without coming in contact when
she, the smaller, would have been sunk. Again and
again she tried to cross our bows, we moving majesti-
cally along without varying our course. Her motions
appearing suspicious she was hailed but gave no answer,
when all of us were roused and ordered on deck, our
men with their muskets and the sailors at their guns.
"As we lay close alongside in the bright moonlight,
each vessel gliding noiselessly through the water, with
no apparent animation on board of the brig, one could
not but think of the stories of slaves and pirates. When
all was ready again she was hailed in English, French
and Spanish and ordered to stand clear or a shot would
be sent aboard. Such jabbering as arose from her was
never heard, her history and place of destination were                  mi   tli^
